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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 


A prompt | couldn't resist! And it looks like it was requested by one of my dearest friends on this site <3 | 
hope you like it, bbll! 

| can't believe you did this, Junior," Dave spat, looking in the mirror. 

"What?" David asked, poking his head into the bathroom. 

"THIS," Dave growled, pointing to his neck. "I can't believe you did THIS." 

David face dropped. Dave let his red hair fall back into place but the mark on his neck was still visible. In the 
heat of the moment, during an intense make-out session that turned into a blow job (as it always did,) David 


had left teeth marks and a large hickey on Dave's neck. David had always been good at being discreet but 
things had really been heating up lately, and between the stress of the tour and the success of their new 


album David's mind was more focused on getting off than the show they had to play in a few hours. 


"You did this, and you're going to think of a way to cover it up before the show," the redhead said angrily, 
pointing a finger at the younger man. “Think fast, Junior.” 


Dave retreated to their bedroom and slammed the door. David checked the time. Dave was right. They only 
had a few hours before they had to be at the venue. David grabbed his keys and made for the door. 


* 
David was out of breath by the time he reached the drugstore. It was a bit dramatic that he had ran there 
but he wanted to neutralize Dave as soon as possible. A way to cover the hickey and maybe a little token of 
good will to further make up for his carelessness. David jumped when a store employee approached him. 
"Can | help you find something?" the girl asked with a smile. 

"Uh, yeah, actually, you..um.." David stuttered. "|.need to cover a bruise." 

"Do you have an injury?" the girl questioned. 

‘Nol Its my boyf..my friend has a bruise and he needs to cover it..for a family photo." 

David wanted to punch himself for sounding so stupid. 

‘| see," the girl replied earnestly. "And where is the bruise?" 

"It's on his..arm." 


"Hmm. Can he wear long sleeves for the picture?" 


An excellent solution David hadn't thought of. Just cover it with clothing! But it was really on Dave's neck, and 


he couldnt cover his neck during the show. 

"Well, it's a little hot for that” 

"True. What about using makeup?" 

David thought he must have looked at her like he was crazy when he snapped his head to face her. 
"He cant wear makeup, he's a guy: 


"On his arm, sir, not his face," the worker explained patiently. "It would only be on his arm, surely he wouldn't 
be opposed to that!" 


The girl's sweet demeanor made David consider her suggestion. True, the makeup would only be on his neck. 
David realized her suggestion was a good one and told her so. 


"Great! What is your friend's skin type?" she asked, walking toward the makeup counter. 
"He's..really pale, | guess." 
"Do you think this is pale enough?" 


The girl took out a tester bottle, dabbing it on the back of her hand and rubbing it in. Her skin was pale too 
and the color blended well. David thought that it just might work. He was willing to risk it. 


"And this will cover a bruise, entirely?" 


"It should, as long as we've matched the color correctly. And you'll need some sponges to blend it in. And 


some...” 


"Yeah, sure, all of it. Ill take it all. im sorry but l'm in a hurry,’ David said, feeling bad that he was rushing 
the girl. She seemed to think nothing of it. 


"If you want to wait a moment I'll gather up everything your friend will need," the girl assured him, selecting 


products with lightning speed and placing them on the counter. David sighed. Maybe this would all turn out okay 
after all. 


David walked back to the apartment, knowing he didn't have to rush this time. He walked proudly, swinging the 
bag as he went. He wasn't worried - why should he be? The makeup was for his neck, not his face. Shouldn't 
be a problem to use it there. 


Dave looked inside the bag the David proudly handed him. He looked back up in slow motion, closing the bag in 
disappointment. David's face dropped. 


"What?" 
"This is makeup," Dave stated as if Junior didn't know what he'd just purchased. 
"Right. I'll put it on your neck and...” 


"Wait, you'll put it on? Since when do you know how to put on makeup?" 


"The girl at the store showed me” 
Dave looked skeptical. "The girl at the store showed you how to put on makeup?" 
"| told her it was for your arm" 

"What?" Dave asked, completely lost 


‘ll explain later. Apparently this color matches your skin and | put it on with a cotton thing and you won't be 
able to see the hickey. Okay?" 


Dave sighed deeply, then nodded. He passed the bag back to the younger man. 
"Okay, but this had better work" 
"Just leave it to me. | got you into this, I'll get you out of it” 


David unscrewed the cap from the foundation and put some on the back of his hand. Dave stripped off his 
shirt and held his hair over one shoulder with his hands. He leaned onto the bathroom sink. David dabbed at 
the liquid with one of the sponges he'd purchased and slowly applied it to Dave's neck. He felt like he was only 
making a mess at first but after a while it all blended together and created a nice even base which did, in fact, 


cover the hickey entirely. David breathed a sigh of relief and told Dave to see for himself. 
"Looks alright," Dave said quietly. "Just don't do it again. Not before a show, anyway." 


* 


The day had been hot and that night at the show, under the stage lights, it was nearly unbearable. Dave put a 
towel around the back of his neck at one point, and when David saw he couldn't believe he hadn't thought of 
suggesting to Dave to do that for the entire show. The towel looked pretty wet after a while and Dave took 
the sides, dried his face and neck, and tossed the towel toward the back of the stage. When it landed David 
noticed a skin-colored smudge on it. After a sharp intake of breath, he looked over to Dave, who was now 
playing a solo at full speed. David looked to the crowd and saw a few people pointing and staring, presumably at 


the hickey. 


David panicked all through the solo, wondering not if Dave would be mad but how mad he would be when he 

found out. There were no words for how relieved he was when the solo finished and Dave got another towel 
from the side of the stage. He wondered if Dave would even know until he watched the playback of the show 
later..if he watched it at all. 


As they began the next song on the set list, David smiled. He felt happy knowing not only that his secret was 


not only safe but how, when summer was over, the worry of sweat would be over for a while and he could 
put all the hickeys - and makeup - on Dave that he wanted. 


